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*half of these pages 
are charred* 


at eiat fought it again. I 
swear it grows 

stronger every time I 
face it....... 

... "it" that rings so 
strangely in my mind. 


Each time I think of 
that creature as "it" I 
feel a hammer blow 
against my head. 
However, I refuse to 
call it by name or even 
him. 


*smoke stained pages 
are blurred throught 
the next few areas.... 
few words can be 
made out* 


They are far worse 
than I could possibly 
have conceived in my 
most horrified 
nightmares as a babe. 

Not only do they 
hold no remorse for 
the carnage and 
mutilations, they 


actually revel in such 
grotesqueries. To 
think on my last fight 
with it, oh, dear God, 
it makes my insides 
turn..... at the time I 
could not help but 
wretch and vomit at 
the sights - impaled 
men and women, some 
still half-living..... 
one poor miserable 
woman lay sprawled 
about a set of pikes, 
crimson pouring from 
her ears, nose, mouth 
and all the while her 
innards quivering as 
she gasped for each 
breath. I stared in 
horror at such a 
ghastly display for 
over twenty minutes. 
She was trapped and 
refused to expire. I 
stepped forward to 
offer any aid I could. 
Then the aroma hit 
me, again I began to 
vomit. 

I turned away 
from those men and 
women, they were 
beyond any help I 
could offer. As it 
came to mind, the 
hammer struck me 
dumb once more - 
they had done thid, 
and they would do 
more. 


Thinking of it, each 
one of them, what 


wt hester: 
*the page is 


burned and torn, 
smudged with dried 
blood* 


